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bauble/' he added, picking up Sebastian's coronet
and turning it round and round in his strong
hands. "Strawberry leaves. Ermine. Balls." He
put it down again on the seat opposite. "How very
delightful to see you after these long years."

The complete conventionality of the phrase re-
laxed Sebastian's tension as nothing else could have
relaxed it. He laughed as he had not laughed since
he last played with Henry and Sarah. "Oh, Leon-
ard, Leonard 1" he said then, putting his hand over
his eyes and shaking his head helplessly because
he had no words. He was flooded by an inexplicable
happiness. "Oh, Leonard," he said, "why did you
desert me?"

"Lama sabachthani?" said Anquetil.

"Lama sabachthani." The coach rolled on. "What
have you been doing? The Daily Mail said that you
were missing. Then there was a little paragraph
in the Times to say that you were found. What have
you been doing, all this time?"

"And you?" said Anquetil; "what have you been
doing?"

"Nothing," said Sebastian, picking up his
coronet; "nothing!" He ran his fingers over the
outline of the strawberry leaves. "It's an awful
thing, Leonard, to have been born a duke; a para-
lysing thing. It doesn't give one a fair chance.
Better, far better, to have been born the son of
a fisherman. I had just resigned myself to my
fate."

"Just? How long ago?"

"Two hours ago,"